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INTRODUCTION 


In the cities it is the custom, and it has been for some time, to herd the Poor into 
groups(the bigger the better)and to isolate them from the rest of society, into inner 
cities prisons that have been proclaimed: "Projects" by the governments. They are 
still slums but the use of the word "projects" instead of slum is less stigmatic. It is 
used connotatively. It implies that something is being done; it is a sign " MEN AT 
WORK". However, few inmate there work,and the government? - Not at all. 

I am an inmate of an inner city, a writer born and stretched in a city's posterior.I 
and "Satiric Verses" are products of it. But do not be overly concerned because, 
regardless of how influential an inner city is,it has not taken complete possession 
of me or my poetry.I have a solid grip on my poetry; it is deliberately entertaining 
and intentionally un-pretentious.It's appearance is certainly not scholarly, nor was 
it meant to be.It is serious poetry with a smirk. 


Andre S. Newton 


GRASSHOPPERS AND BALLS 


Olde style Ode 

Dedicated to The Minister 

of Cut-Backs and Welfare lines 

And to the still undecided 

To be sung in E Flat (empty flats) 

By more than half the population 

of Ontario 

Accompanied by 352 000 stringless guitars 


One anna,two anna,three anna,anna Allons-y! 


He has grasshoppers and balls Ping-pong balls 
Hopping and a-bouncing Pinging and a-ponging 
Ponging and a-pinging Bouncing and a-hopping 
In his head 
Day and night 
Night and day 
All day 
All night 
Every night 
Every day 
Never stopping 
Never ceasing 
Never ceasing to stop 
Never stopping to cease 
Grand ideas 
Ideas of grandeur 
Of hauteur 
All delusions 
All delusionary 
All hitleristic 
He has hitleristic delusionary ideas of grandeur like Hitler 


Like Hitler 
But smaller 
Similar to smallpox 
But bigger 
Something like rubella 
But redder 
It's a new disease 


Common sense 
Coined common sense 
One common cent coin 


You can buy it for less 
At any park bench 
Or in the gutter 
Same price 
Or less 
Depending on the weather 
Whether your buying or selling 
It's still affordable 
So buy it quick split 
While it's still hot doc 
Buy it quick split 
While it's still hopping and a-bouncing 
Bouncing and a-hopping 
Pinging and a-ponging 
And ponging and a-pinging hot 
While it's still crispy 
Buy the new disease coined common sense 
He's still selling 
People are still buying 
Buy it and you too will have 
Grasshoppers and balls 
Ping-pong balls 
Hopping and a-bouncing 
Bouncing and a-hopping 
Pinging and a-ponging 
Ponging and a-pinging 
Hopping and a-pinging 
Bouncing and a-ponging 
Pinging and a-hopping 
You too will have grasshoppers hopping and a-bouncing 
And balls Ping-pong balls pinging and a-ponging 
In your head 


BONES 


On the first page 

Of this block of wood 
Turned into paper 

I will draw a tree 

In it's memory 

In the tree's bone 

I will carve a name 
Your name 

In your memory 


TRIBUTE 
TO A GREAT POLITICIAN 


Give that man a cigar 
Give him a cigar 
A trophy 
Give him a trophy 
A trophy and a cigar 
Give that man a trophy and a cigar 
Give him an engraved paper plate 
Shower him with kisses 
Give him a shower 
Give him a shower of kisses 
Pour a bucket of kisses 
Over his head 
Erect a statue 
A great monument 
A great monumental statue 
To a great monumental liar 
Then let's sit down 
And wait for the pigeons 


SARAN WRAP 
or 


THE WRAP OF GOD 


Our Father who art in heaven 
And not under 

Is not black 

And not white 

He's not black or white 

And not black and white 

He has no colour 

God has no colour 

He is transparent 

Like Saran Wrap 

God is like Saran Wrap 
Transparent 

Saran Wrap is like God 

Also transparent 

You know it's there 

You know Saran Wrap is there 
Because it glitters 

And because it glitters 

You know it's Saran Wrap 

If it didn't glitter 

You wouldn't see it 

You wouldn't be able to find it 
You'd look and you'd look but 
But you would not find it 

Not in the kitchen under the sink 
Or in the cupboard 

Or anywhere else 

You could say to your wife 

You could yell at your wife 

You could say to your wife while yelling 
Hey honey have you seen the saran wrap 
But she wouldn't be able to help you 
She wouldn't be able to find it 
She couldn't see it 

Even if she saw it 

She wouldn't know that it's there 
Not without the glitter 

Sure 


She'd see the box 

But without the glitter 

Without the glittering glitter inside 
She'd think it was empty 

And she'd send you to the store 

To get some more 

She'd send you to the store 

To get some more Saran Wrap 

And you'd go 

You 

Would 

Go 

To the store 

You would have to 

And you would 

Because she's your wife 

And you have to cooperate 

(You have to cooperate with your wife 
because she loves you and you love her) 
You 

Would 

Go 

And 

When you came back 

Tired 

And exhausted 

Exhausted 

And tired 

Tired of being exhausted 

Exhausted of being tired 

And when you came back 

With your five or six Saran Wrap boxes 
With no glitter inside 

With no glittering glitter inside 

And she saw you with all those empty boxes 
Then she'd be angry 

She'dbe Verrrrry angry 

She'd be so angry that if you'd look 
Carefully 

If you'd look very carefully 

Without her seeing you 

Without her seeing you looking at her 
You'd be able to see the sunrise 

The beautiful sunrise of her face 

In her face 


A beautiful red summer sun 

Rising in her face 

In the winter 

Now 

Wouldn't that be something worth seeing 
Imagine 

A beautiful red sun with a red and black 
Overflow 

Like the lava of a volcano 

Overflowing from your wife's face 

The burning glowing red and black lava of a volcano 
Overflowing 

Erupting 

From your wife's face 

Now 

Wouldn't that be something 

Wouldn't that be a heart warming sight 
But don't let her see you 

Looking at her 

Try to hide your amazement 

Hide your amazement with a sombre look 
Like an overcast sky 

A pluvial gloom 

A bit of hail 

Or 

Say your sorry 

Whichever seems best to you 

At the time 

And bring the empty boxes back 


AROUND HERE... 


Around here 

There are no "Good-morning!" 
No " How do you do!" 

But I don't care 

I don't care 

And the birds don't care 

The birds and I don't care 

We couldn't care less 

the birds and I 

We're transitory 

We're transients 

We've got places to go 

Things to do 

People to see 

We're on the move 

We're moving 

They 

To a resting place 

Where there is plenty of cool 
pristine water to drink 

-There 

Nature fits 

The trees the grass the sun the sky 
and the birds fit together there 
They belong together 
Together and to one another- 
And I 

To a place 

Where the flowers touch the sky 


LET'S GO 


Stick a newspaper 
Under your arm 
And let's go 

Let's go 

You and me 

Me and you 
Together 

Let's go together 
But don't laugh 

Try not to laugh 

Be serious 

Try to be serious 
Strive for seriousness 
And let's go 

You and me 

Me and you 
Together 

Let's go together 
And when we're old 
And when we die 
And when we're old 
And ready to die 
We'll be able to say 
We'll be able to look at one another 
And say 

We did it 

We did it together 
You and me 

Me and you 

You me and the newspaper 
Together 

But don't laugh 
Lets go. 


THE MAN IN THE MOON 
HE'S GONE MAN 


The man in the moon 

He's gone Man 

He now lives in the sun 

He is now the man in the sun 
He likes it there 

He likes the sun 

He likes to live in the sun 

It's hot 

But he likes it 

He likes it when it's hot 
Because no one will visit him 
No one will visit him there 

If it's really hot 

And it's really really hot there 
And he likes it 

He likes it there inthe heat 
No one will visit 

No one can visit 

Because of the heat 

The heat can melt a spaceship 
If it gets too close 

It can melt a ship 

And the space around it 

If it gets too close 

It can melt a ship in space 
The space around it 

And the people in it 

And that's the way he likes it 
The man in the moon 

Who is now 

The man in the sun 

He's no fool 

He knows 

He knows that now 

When people point at the moon 
They won't be able to say 
"It's such a clear night tonight 
That you can see the man in the moon" 
Because he won't be there 
He'll be in the sun 

And the people can't point at the sun and say 


"It's such a clear day today 

That you can see the man in the sun" 

Because if it's a clear day 

And they look up at the sun 
They won't be able to see anything 

The sun will burn their eyes 

And they'll look away 

And that's the way he likes it 

He likes it like that 

The man in the moon 

Now the man in the sun 

He bought a new hat 

And he likes it 

He likes his new hat 

And he's going to keep it 

It's red like the sun 

We can't see him 

In his new hat 

Not in the moon 

Not in the sun 

Not in the moon or the sun 

He's gone 

He's gone forever 

Say good-bye to the man in the moon 

Say Adieu 

Say So long 

He's gone 

"Good-bye man in the moon 

Good-bye 

And Thank-you 

Thank-you forever... 


Let's go to Jupiter 

To see who lives there 

Maybe a women lives there 

‘The... Women in Jupiter 

Or maybe a lady 

`The... Lady in Jupiter’ 

Let's pay her a visit 

Let's pay the women lady in Jupiter 
A visit - 


But don't make too much noise" 


THANKS TO YOU 


Everything is as it should be 
Everything is in order 
Everything is in place 

In place 

And in order 

A place for everything 
Everything in it's place 

In order 

And in place 

In space and time 

On paper 

This paper 

My paper 

Your paper 

This time 

My time 

This time my time on paper 
Thanks to you 

I'm on paper 

Thanks to you 

I'm on fire on paper 

Thanks to you 

The paper is on fire 

It's in the fibres 

It's in my poem 

It's in the fibres of my poem 
Thank you 

Thanks to you 

My poem is on fire. 


THANKS TO THEM 


Call the fire department 
Tell the men to bring water 
Tell them to bring their trucks 
Tell them to bring the water in their trucks 
Tell them to bring trucks-full of water 
Call the police department 
Call the department of men and women policemen 
Tell them to bring a gun 
Tell them to bring lots of guns 
And grenades 
Tell them to bring lots of guns and lots of grenades 
My poem is on fire 
The poem in my head is on fire 
It's burning 
It caught fire 
I wasn't listening 
I wasn't paying attention 
I was looking at a bird 
I was concentrating on the flight 
of a bird flying 
On a flying bird flying... 
Did you know that 
From the sun's eye view 
From the sun's bird's - eye view 
From the sun's point of view 
From the sun's viewpoint 
Birds fly on their backs 
Can you imagine the ramifications 
Of such a discovery 
Can you calculate the impact 
Can you see the flaw in Einstein's Newton's theory of motion 
Can you see the 
Oh sorry 
Excuse me 
I've got to go 
There's a big crowd gathering outside 
And I don't want them stepping on my poems 
Pardon me... Hey you 
Idiot 
Get off of my poems 


MOON-STRUCK 


(or) 
SUNSTROKE 


I wouldn't walk half a block 

For one of your kisses 

I wouldn't walk 

T'd lie down 

Id lie down for one of your kisses 

T'd lie down and I'd stay there until the moon fell on me 


AUTUMN JOY 
(in the city) 


Oh what a day! 

What a wondrous day! 
Garbage 

Twirling 

Down the street 

Like leaves 

Imitating leaves 

But I know better 

I know garbage 

And that is garbage 

It is amusing garbage 
But it is garbage nevertheless 
Not leaves! 


ON THE SCALES 


I dislike 

Poor people 

They remind me too much 
Of who I was 

Of who I am 

They remind me too much 
That tomorrow 

Will be the same as today 
But I dislike rich people more 
They remind me too much 
Of why I am poor 


WHAT'S YOUR POINT OF VIEW 


What's your point of view 
Is the bus I'm watching moving 
Or am I moving 
Everything is relative 
What's your point of view 
Is my brother moving 

Or am I moving 
Everything is relative 
What's your point of view 
Should I move 

Or should he move 

Either way 

Someone has to move 
Someone is moving 
Everything is relative 
Someone going 

And it's not me 


THE OLYMPIAN 


If I could 

I'd tear the sun from the sky 

And discus throw it on Parliament Hill 
I'd burn hell to the ground 

And all the Beelzebubs in it with it 


OUR SUN "THE SUN" 
The lights are out 

The doors are locked 
The old man is gone 


Here come the "Bloods" 

The neighbourhood punks 
Attracted to the outside-light 
like the insects and flies 

That gather there every night. 
Tonight the talk is of Trouble 
Big Trouble 

Of breaking and beating 

And taking 

The talk is of Pain 


These are the "Bloods" the punks 
As you see them 

As I see them 

As the moon see's them 

The moon 

Who recoils behind a cloud 

The coward moon 

The cowardly moon 

Hiding 

Behind a cloud. 

But the sun is not afraid 

The sun is not a coward 

The sun is a soldier 

Resplendent with all of his medals 
Showing 


With all of his medals 

Shining 

Blinding people 

When they pass by in the summer 


The sun is a hero 

The sun is a hero to all the world 
Except where there is no water 
But it is not his fault 

If there is no water 

He is not responsible 

Water is not his responsibility 
He is not in charge of the water 
The clouds are 

It is their responsibility 

Given to them by god 

Given to them by god himself personally 
The sun is not god 

The sun is his sun 

But he is not god 

He is the sun of god 

He is also our sun 

Our hero 

He is our sun the hero 

But he is not god 

Not to us 

To some people yes 

But not to us 

To us 

He is a hero 

A soldier 

He is our sun the hero soldier 

A soldier and a sun 

A sun and a soldier 

Who wakes up every morning 
To go to work 

Every morning he wakes up 

to go to work 

Without an alarm clock 

Without the people yelling 
Without the people shouting 
Without the people yelling and shouting 
Without the people shouting and yelling up 
at him to get up 

Shouting and yelling 


Yelling and shouting 

For him to get up 

Shouting and yelling 

Yelling and shouting: 

" Hey! 

Aren't you getting up today?" 


The sun also dresses himself 
Himself 
He doesn't need us to dress him 
He doesn't need our help 
The sun 
He doesn't need the people's help 
He doesn't need the people's help 
To dress him 
He dresses himself 
He dresses by himself 
The sun 
He dresses by himself alone 
He dresses himself alone by himself 
He dresses himself alone by himself alone 
He dresses himself alone by himself alone 
himself the sun 
Alone. 
And when he gets up 
Everyone 
Everyone looks up to him 
Everyone in the world looks up to him 
Everyone in this world 
Looks up to him 
In this our world 
Our world 
Because there are other worlds 
Other worlds 
With other people 
People 
With their own world 
And their own sun 
To look up to 
People 
With their own world 
And their own sun 
To look up to 
And to blind them 
When they pass under him in the summer 


But that's another story 

A story of another world 

Another world 

Not the one on T.V. 

A real world 

A real story 

The story ofa real other world 

The story of another world that is real 
A real story of a real other world that is 
Real 

Not the one on T.V. 


The one on T.V. 

Is not a real story 

With people of another world 

It is not a story of a real other 

World 

With real other world people 

With their own sun 

Their own real other world sun 

Who blinds them 

Who blinds them with his other 
World medals 

When they pass 

When they pass under him in the summer 
It is not a real other world story at all 
It is a joke 

A prank 

A joke and a prank 

At my expense 

At your expense 

At our expense 


At the sun's expense 

At our sun's the sun expense 

At other people's expense 

Not the others of another world people's 
Expense 

But at our expense 

At all of the people's expense 

The people of this earth's expense 

But the sun his not laughing 

I'm not laughing 

He does not find that funny at all the sun 
The Sun 


Our sun 

Our sun the sun 

He just got up 

And he doesn't find that funny 
The sun 

Our sun 

Not funny at all 

Because he is in bad humour 
And he just got up 

And when the sun our sun 

Is in bad humour everybody runs 
Because when the sun is in bad humour 
He turns bright red 

He burns in his shirt 

He burns in our shirt 

And we run 

We run and hide 

Like the moon 

The moon who was hiding 
Behind a cloud 

The cowardly moon 

Who was hiding 

Cowarding behind a cloud 
And now has run home 


The"Bloods"too have run home 
The neighbourhood punks 
When they saw the sun 

In all of his splendour 

In his medals and suspenders 
All shiny like a policeman 
I'm going home too 

But you 

Why don't you stay 

I just now saw the old man 
Open the doors 

Of his store 

For the day. 


HE QUIT QUICK 


That's it 

He's had it 

He's gone 

He flew the coop 
He scooped the flew 
He took the bull by the hones 
The snake by the tail 
And took off 
Turned left 

Then right 

Saw the head 

Not the tail 

That's right 

He left 

He's gone 

He's had enough 

He split 

He quit 

He quick split 

He split quick 

He quick quit 

He quit quick 

He's right 

We're right 

That's it 

That's all 

He's going 

He's gone 

We're going 

We're gone 


